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don't have to tell me. I know It. Fact is, she's too good
for me.
Lois: Much,

HOWARD: That's what I say. She's a lady. I mean you only
have to look at her to know that. And mind you, she
never lets up. I can be a gentleman when I want to, but I
don't want to all the time. I mean to say,1 like to have a
good old laugh now and again. She never does. Truth
is, between you and me, she has no sense of humour.

Lois: I daresay after being married to you for fifteen years
it's worn rather thin.

HOWARD: I like a girl as has a bit of fun in her. Let's have a
good time while we're alive, I say; we can do all the
sitting quiet we want when we're dead and buried.

Lois: There's something in that.

HOWARD: Mind you, I'm not complaining of Ethel. Too
much of a gentleman to do that. She's class. I know
that. And I'm only a common farmer. Only, you know
what I mean, you don't always want to be looking up to
your wife, do you?

Lois: No one asked you to marry Ethel.

HOWARD: Pity you wasn't old enough then.   I'd have

married you instead.
Lois: Complimentary, aren't you?

HOWARD: You're not half the lady what Ethel is. And
you're a bit of a devil I shouldn't wonder. You and
me'd get on like a house on fire.

Lois: You're drunk*

HOWARD: No, I'm not. I'm cold stone sober.

Lois: Then I like you better drunk.

HOWARD: Give me a kiss, honey.

Lois: D'you want your face slapped?